
The History of King Leer. 

Dwels in the fickle grace of her he followes, 

Out varlct,from my fight. 

•D#<c.Wh3t meancs your Grace ? 

Enter (jonoriH. 

Con, Who ftrucke my feruant ? Reran. \ haue good hose 
Thou didft not know ant. 5 P 

LearANho comes here ? O heauens ! 

If you doloueolde men,ifyou fwectfway alow 
Obedience,if your felues are old, make it your caufe. 

Send dowhe and take my part; 

Art not afham’d to looke vpon this beard ? 

0 Regan, wilt thou take her by the hand ? 

Gon . Why not by the hand fir, how hzue I offended ? 
All’s not offence that indiferetion findcs. 

And dotage tcarmes fo. 

Lear, O fide$,you are too tough. 

Will you yet hold ? how came my man i’th ftockes ? 

Duke . I fet him there, but his owne diforders 
Dcferu’d much lelfeaduancement. 

Lear. You; did you? 

Keg. I pray you father being weake, feeme fo, 

If till the expiration of your moneth. 

You will returne and foiourne with my filler, 

Difmilling halfe your traine,come then to me, 

1 am now from homc,and out of that prouifion 
Which lhall be needfull for your entertainment. 

Zfttf-.Rctume to her,and fifty men difmift? 

No,rather I abiure all roofes,and chufc 
To wage againft the enmity of the ayre. 

To be a Comrade with the Wolfe and Owle, 

Nccelfitics lharpe pinch,returne with hef . 

Why the hot blood in France, that dowerles 
Tooke our yongeft borne, I could as well be brought 
To knee his Tbrone,and Squire-like penfion beg. 

To keepe bafe life afoote ; returne with her i 
P erf wade me rather to be flaue and fumptet 
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The Hittory of King Lear. 

To this deteffed groome. 

Gon Atyourchotlefir* 

Lear.tf ovi I prethee daughter do not make me mad, 

T will not trouble thee my childe.farwell, 

Wee’l no more meetc,no more fee one another. 

But yet thou art my fleffyny bloud, my daughter, 

Or rather a difeafethat lies within my fielh. 

Which I muff needs call mine, thou art a byle, 

A plague fore, an imboffed carbuncle in my 
Corrupted bloud,but lie not chide thee, . 

Let lhame come when it will, I do not call it, 

I do not bid the thunder-bearer ftioote, 

Nor tell tales of thee to high iudging lout. 

Mend when thou canft.be better at thy leifurc, 

I can be patient, I can ftay with Regan, 

I and my hundred Knights. 

&£,Not altogether fo fu.I looke not for you yet. 

Nor amprouided for your fit welcome, 

Giue eare to my lifter, for thofe 
That mingle rcafon with your paflion, 

Muft be content to thir.ke you are old, and fo. 

But flic knowes what fbe does. 

LearAi this well fpoken now t 

Keg. I dare aucuch it fir, what fifty followers. 

Is it not well ? what fhould you need of more. 

Yea or fo many,fuh thatboth charge and danger 
Spcakes gainft fo great a number, how in a houfe 
Should many people wider two commands 
Hold amity ,tis hard.almoft impoffible. 

<yo».Why might not you my Lord^receiue attendance 
From chofe that Ihe cals fernants,or from mine ? 

Reg. Why not my Lord s’ ifthenthey chancfttoflacke .you. 
We could controle them; if you will come to trie, 

(For now I fpie a danger) I entreate you 
To bring but fiueand twenty ,to no more 
Willi giue place or notice. 

Lear. I gaue you all. 
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